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love, but the fri(Miclship of P^leauor Desmond/
Despite all, he Avould be a man who Avould, at

least, never tarnish the name of liis adoption

nor dishonor the fair fame of Alma Mater.

Five days later, our young engineer was
leaving Chicago by the California Limited,

Santa F^ Route. The journey passed pleasant-

ly enough, devoid as it was of even the most
meagre interest. Frank was taken up with

studying the faces and manners of his travel-

ling companions. For him human life always

was interesting; faces, especially, had an at-

traction for him. He liked to read the lines

that time and iiabit brought out in strong re-

lief on certain features. His opposite neigh-

bors, a gentle, Avhite-haired lady, accompanied

by a rather pretty dark-haired girl, particu-

larly held his attention just now. The elderly

lady, Avho evidently had reached the scriptural

f^pan of years, and her companion had boarded
the train at La Junta the evening before but

had gone at once into the drawing-room com-
])artment. This morning they had come into

the observatioji car as the train was nearing

Trinidad, where the scenery begins its climatic

stages, going by leaps and bounds from the

weird and fantastic, to the sublime and majes-

tic, until its culmination is reached in that

stupendous world-wonder, the Grand Canyon.
At intervals the low sweet tones of the Spanish

Castilian fell upon Frank's listening ear. He
found himself unconsciously following the

musical words and onl}' became aware of the

fact when he heard the older lady, whom the

young girl called "Abuela," say:

''Lucia, querida niia, just notice the coloring

of the young senor opposite. Your mother had
just that complexion. If he turn, I wonder
if his eyes will speak to me too."

"(Uiicita, you are day dreaming again

—

aren't you now?" and then with a low, rippling

laugh, she added, "Can't you tell me some-

thing like that? It would not be cast on desert

air—el patito feo, you know, sometimes appre-

ciates nice compliments."

Frank looked out on the cloudless sky of a

tropic sun which revenged the inhospitality of

a land that hid its rivers from its benignant

rays by burning out the kindly verdure and
leaving only the scorching sands. Here and
there, the sturdy, stunted pines, the sagebrush,

the yucca and the cactus made a stand for life

and won the day. At Raton another locomotive

was added, and laboriously puffing and slowl.y

pushing Avith all their giant stength the ascent

was made around and through the spurs of the

mountains. In the distance the summits of

snow-capped peaks made the altitude of eight

thousand feet seem too trivial for serious no-

tice. Just as the train left the quaint, red-tiled

Spanish station of Albuquerque about noon the

next day, a fine, manly-looking chap beaming
smiles and good-nature on all sides entered the

car.

"Frank Thompson, by Jove!" he exclaimed,

as his eyes fell on Frank.
"Bobby Kelly, ye gods!" came almost simul-

taneously from Frank. "Where do you hail

from and Avhere do you go?"
"Hold on, old fellow," said Bobby, "just

give me a moment and I'll dope out the goods.

Say, this is fine; I haven't seen a Villanova
man for six years. Gads, they were some days,

weren't they, when I was tackle and you quar^

terback on the Varsity?"
: "Yes, they were, Bobby," and into Frank's
face came a strained, far-away look that

caught the eye of his friend, who gave him a

searching glance.

"Come into the smoker, old man, and let us
have a weed or two and thrash out old times."

Nothing loath, Frank followed and when
comfortably esconsed in reclining chairs

watching the smoke of their cigars mounting
upwards, Frank began: • .

"Well, Bobby, here I am open for questions,

just send them along. I know you don't want
to forget the other fellows who helped us to

win out. There comes Charles McClernam
right into the center of vision; You recall

'Red,' who knew just when, where and how to

snap the ball back. Well, he's just as snappy
as ever, and he keeps all the Philadelphia
crooks busy dodging his ball since he was made
chief of police, or, to lend it more dignity, Di-
rector of Public Safety."
"Always thought Red would land on top."
interjected Bobby, "but say, what about
Mickey Blanchfield, does he push his way
through the open places in the big world as
(|uickly as he did through the hole in the scrim-
mage line?" :' , \ •

"You bet your life he does! Why, you
couldn't see him for dust when he made a
scrimmage through the Harvard medical, win-
ning the post-graduate scholarship in Vienna.
He thrcAv 'Mickey' overboard Avhen he was
crossing the pond. Perhaps you know he is

back as Prof in the Harvard Medical; his card
goes something like this:

"Harold M. Blanchfield, M. D., M. S., D. Sc.
Oh, by the Avay, O'Malley is there, too."
"What O'Malley?"

"Why, Tommy O'Malley, of course, the Fifth


